" Whatever on earth did you do that for ? "
" I don't know," I told him, truthfully enough. " I
think I wanted to be nearer home."
" In any case, you can't live there all the year round,"
he argued. " Guernsey might do very well for a head-
quarters, but what on earth would we do out here without
your Riviera stories ? "
" I'm looking for a bungalow to write them in," I
reminded him. " You're a man of big ideas."
" Not a bit of it," he insisted. " Why, I've lived in
half a dozen bungalows in India and other parts of the
world containing twice as many rooms as Notre Dame.
Tell you what," he went on, " come and lunch with us
tomorrow and have a look at the place."
My wife shook her head.
" We can't," she regretted; " we're lunching in
Cannes."
" I'll fetch you afterwards, then."
"I'm afraid,so far as Notre Dame is concerned," I told
him, " it would be wasting your time, but I'd love to see
the place at closer quarters."
" Settled," he declared cheerfolly. " 111 caU for you
at three o'clock, I know whom you are lunching with;
you'll have had enough of it by then. A big affair, too.
You'll be able to slip away quite quietly. I'll call for you
at three o'clock."
" We'll be ready," my wife promised.
We stayed late at the Normans' that afternoon. Henry
and I planned an evening's swim. He took me to task on
the beach, as he often did.
" You're not seriously thinking of buying Notre Dame,
Phillips, are you ? " he asked.
" Not I," I replied. " If ever I bought anything down
here again I'd like something of a size even smaller than
the Clos."
" The Clos is quite large enough for two people," he
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